the least abuse of that freedom would result in their being pitched into
the sea.	.
To rejoin the fleet from which the storm had separated him, Sinao
proceeded by that shrewd reasoning which never failed him in emer-
gency. Doria, from what they knew, should be somewhere oif the
northern coast of Sicily. Thar was the direction in which the storm
must have swept Dragut. Bui it could«hardly have swept him four
hundred miles, which was the distance to Sicily; and the storm itself,
from which Doria must have run for shelter, would preclude a meeting
far out at sea with the Imperial fleet. The altered circumstances in
which this morning he must find himself should lead Dragut to abandon
the notion of the sweep through the Straits of Boniface. Instead it
was almost certain that he would head directly south for Tripoli, which
was their destination.
It but remained for Sinan to lay his own course thither. The wind
veering farther north served him so well that soon his galley was moving
at a rate of some three leagues an hour and could hardly have carried
more canvas than was spread on his foremast.
Late in the afternoon of the morrow the man in the look-out cage
on the foretop sighted land ahead, and a little while later reported-ships,
hull down on the southern horizon. When he had counted the sails
with the aid of a telescope, Sinan's assurance was confirmed that this
mu$t be Draguf s fleet, and so they held confidently to their course.
They anchored that night in a cove under Cape Bona, and were off
again at sunrise, as soon as the Muezzin's call from the poop and the
prayer that followed it had been uttered. The tramontana which so
far had driven them had now died down. But the slaves were well
rested and in renewed vigour, and the oars creaked on the tholes at the
rate of twenty-four strokes to the minute. Sinan was in haste.
It still wanted some two hours to noon when, as they were passing
between Pantellaria and the Tunisian coast, a red galleasse emerged
from the south of the green island to intercept them. From her mast-
head floated a banner of red and white bearing a blue crescent, to
proclaim her Dragufs own flagship.
At a distance of perhaps a half-mile the Corsair captain had recog-
nized one of his missing galleys—for he had lost two others in the
storm—and a clarion summons rang across the water, to cause Sinan's
helm to be swung more definitely to larboard.
Prospero, looking out from the steps of the rambade to which he
had ventured to climb, remembered those neglected matters of which
Sinan had reminded him, yet hoped against hope for some advantage
from this meeting. He was doomed, however, to disappointment.
No sooner had Sinan cast anchor \yith the fleet sheltered in that
little natural harbour on the southern side of Pantellaria than Dragut
stepped aboard his galley, and climbed to the poop, where the eunuch
awaited him.
The Anatolian was imposing in a caftan of green satin that de-
scended to his knees and was richly wrought in golden arabesques; his
red knee-boots were of finest Cordovan, each decorated by a golden
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